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into //, and slowly, slowly drinks it down / thm> grasping the bottle to bis
chest* he moves across back^ to bis chair ^ and sinks into z>3 with the bottle
still clasped. For a few seconds he remains like that; then seems to really
that the attitude does not become a gentleman. Now begins his last struwlQ
The bottle is clasped m bis arms ; but bis bands, with which he must place
it on the table, have lost all feeling. Again he struggles .> and succeeds in
shifting bis body in the chair towards the table which neatly overlaps the arm
He rests) breathing stertorously* Inch by inch he edges the base of the bottk
till it touches the table / then rests again. With a groan and a supreme
effort be screws bis trunk* over towards the fable,, and the bottle stands.} Done
it ! [His lips relax in a smile] What's this ? Red ? [His body sags
back* in the chair,, he sits motionless > and slowly his eyes close.] To-morrow!
[There is a sound of suffering &nd the word " To-morrow/' repeated in a
whispering sigh, d^es into silence.]

The stage is darkened for twenty seconds, to represent the lapse of
two hours.

SCENE III

The same. The door from the ball is opened and MELLER enters. He
moves two or three steps* looking at OLD HEYTHORP still recumbent
in his chair, PHYLLIS has come into the doorway.

MELLER. [Turning back* towards ber> in a low voice] Half-past eleverij
Miss. Afraid it's too late for you to see him. He's asleep.

PHYLLIS. [Low] I won't wake him, unless be happens to. But I
did want to show him my dress ! [She has on a cloak, over a dress of
white tulle* her first low-cut frock.; & bunch of lilies of the valley is at her
breast.

MELLER. As a fact. Miss, it wouldn't matter if you did wake him.
He's got to go to bed.

[Bos PILLIN has moved into the doorway and stands dose to PHYLLIS ;

MELLER passes them and goes out*
PHYLLIS. [Under her breath] Bob, hold my cloak 1

[Bos PILLIN reverently removes the cloa^, which catches*
Oh 1 you dufiy I    Is it clear ?

BOB PILLIN. [Under his breath} Not quite. It's a pin. I'm so
afraid of hurting you.

PHYLLIS. Oh J Gefoo^lem I   Let it rip 1    Ouch 1

BOB PILLIN. [Cloak, in hand] My God ! Did I------?

PHYLLIS. [Mending him with a smile] All serene I [She steals into
the lamp glow.} Guardy I My dress, Guardy I

[No answer*   She stands twiddling the bunch of lilies ; BOB PILLJN
closes up*